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* And hath thereof neither charge nor travail.
And, when she list, the liquor of the grape
Doth goad her heart till that her belly swell/

And at this journey she maketh but a jape:
So forth she goeth, trusting of all this wealth
With her sister her part so for to shape

That, if she might keep herself in health,

To live a lady while her life doth kst.

And to the door now is she come by stealth^

And with her foot anon she scrapeth full fast.
The other for fear durst not well scarce appear,
Of every noise so was the wretch aghast.

At kst she asked softly who was there,
And in her language, as well as she could,
'Peep,* quoth the other.   'Sister, I am here,*

* Peace,' quoth the town mouse, 'why speakest thoi
And by-the hand she took her fair and well.         [so 1
'Welcome,* quoth she, 'my sister, by the rood/

She feasted her that joy it was to tell

The fare they had; they drank the wine so clear;

And as to purpose now and then it fell

She cheered her with: 'How, sister, what cheer?'
Amids this joy there fell a sorry chance,
That, welkway! the stranger bought full dear

The fare she had.   For as she looks, askance,
Under a stool she spied two steaming eyes
In a. round head with sharp ears.    In France

Was never mouse so feared, for though the unwise

Had not yseen such a beast before,

Yet had nature taught her after her guise

To know her foe and dread him evermore*
The town mouse fled; she knew whither to go.
The other had no shift; but wondrous sore